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TRANSLATION. 

hor : e. in. 13, 

Blandusian Fount! thy waters clear, 
More bright than chrystal gem appear ; 
Libations of the mantling wine 
Shall flow before thy sacred shrine, 

From goblets crown'd with flowers. 

To-morrow's sacrifice shall bring 
The sportive fatling to thy spring, 
Whose swelling front and wanton air, 
Declare him ripe for love or war. 
Alas ! in vain, his scarlet blood, 
Shall tinge the springing of thy flood. 

The scorching dog-star's sultry heat, 
Can never reach thy cool retreat — 
The shades that circle round thy stream, 
Reanimate the wearied team, 

And oft the wandering flock. — 

Sweet water ! thou shalt soon belong 
To fountains proud, renown'd in song, 
When I have prais'd the wavering oak, 
That overhangs the hollow rock, 

From whence thy murmuring rills descend. 
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Sir, 

Observing in the last number of your journal some ac-> 
count of the lamented Theodoric Tudor Randolph, 
I place the following lines at your disposal, Cambridge. 

To the Editor. 

IN T. T. RANDOLPHI MEM0RIAM. 

Si fratrem fratri, sobolem plorare parenti, 

Vel socium sociis undique flere licet, 
Sint vobis lachrymae, vobis sit planctus, Alumni, 

Ne cohibe luctum tristis et Alma Parens ! 



